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and give evidence. Nothing to remind me that I was already five
weeks and two days back in the hell of Chaves. Then the gendarme
led me back to the cell. Yves and the crook went next. Yves later
said the judge didn't believe them. So it would be the Correctionel
for both of thorn. The Black Maria took us home to Chaves.
Chaves always had a fine crop of men who worked in the docks.
They came in for theft or smuggling. Without exception they told
me that in the port of Marseilles German arms were loaded on ships
going to French North Africa. Tanks in cases labelled agricultural
machinery, guns, munitions, and even soldiers, too. Nobody
learned more to discount prison tales than I, but I had to believe
them because they all told the same story and because they had no
earthly interest in inventing such a tale. Anyway, the German
counter-attack in Libya bore out their words.
The 29th March was hot, and the lice frolicked in the sunshine
nicely sliced by the bars. I was called to the lawyers' room and
stood outside in the queue, waiting to get to my lawyer. It was
nearly a fortnight since I saw the judge, and I didn't know where I
was. A prisoner employed in the office came to me and said that
Yves asked me to go to see his lawyer with a message.
"What are you talking about?" I asked. "We're making up your
account in the office. Your non-lieu has arrived." "I don't believe
you," I said.
Then my lawyer called me in. I asked if he had any news forme.
As far as he knew, the judge was still browsing over the case. Don't
worry, I said to myself, I'm immune against false hopes. A warder
looked in.
"Oh, you're here ?" he said to me. "Go and get your things, you're
going." A bearded prisoner, who was in for false pound notes, said
to me, "Ach, now you looks excited." My lawyer had gone to the
office and came back. "You are free," he said. "The charge against
you is washed out." Then he added, "It's time. You look like
death."
I struggled up to my cell, got my things, and in no time was in
the office, where they searched me for the last time, and the chief
warder said, "Be careful, and don't come back for the third time.""
I went out. The chief warder's words were with me. Most things
come thrice. I went to the pub across the road, for I was in no hurry
this time, and had a drink. I remembered the chief warder hadn't
returned my ration book. I went back to get it. The warder at the
gate told me to wait. The iron door was open and walking up and
down I made a couple of steps into the prison. A warder who was
standing near called to me to get out; nobody was allowed into the